354                         Honore de Balzac.                    [1836
I do not think I commit sacrilege in sealing this letter to you with the seal I used to Madame de Berny. I have mislaid the key of the drawer where I keep my little articles. I made a vow always to wear this ring on my finger.
I received a letter from you at Sache, of later date than a letter I have since received in Paris. Perhaps this will make some confusion in what I wrote to you about "Seraphita" in reply to what you said in the letter received at Sache. Consider that I said nothing, if anything that I did say pained you. I received your number 15 yesterday.
No one knows what has become of Mitgislas ... He has left Paris without paying his debts, having sold everything, and allowing all sorts of suspicions to hover over him. But I do not concern myself with such things; I neither listen nor repeat.
You are right; I have no more serviceable friends than my enemies. The violence and absurdity of the attacks made upon me have revolted all honest men. Did I tell you that M. de Belleyme came to see me after the trial? The Court blamed the lawyer on the other side, Chaix d'Estauges.
It seems to me that you have divined my situation in what you say of sorrow, and also in what you say of those who, like Robert Bruce, return ever to the fight in spite of their defeats.
Adieu! it has done me good to write this long letter. But time does not belong to me wholly. The most horrible wound of niy life is to be never able to give myself up to my affections, joyous or sad. It is always work, under pain of perishing, and I have no right to perish. My death would injure too many. I owe money to devoted friends who give me of their blood. Therefore I am much misjudged.
Adieu; to you the most beautiful and richest flowersby placing it among my precious things, to remind me of our good days in Vienna, Geneva, and Neufchutel when, seeking for ideas, my eyes may light upon it.
